
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
KIN TO SORROW 

Am I kin to Sorrow, 

That so oft 
Falls the knocker of my door — 

Neither loud nor soft, 
But as long accustomed, 

Under Sorrow's hand? 
Marigolds around the step 

And rosemary stand, 
And then comes Sorrow — 

And what does Sorrow care 
For the rosemary 

Or the marigolds there? 
Am I kin to Sorrow? 

Are we kin? 
That so oft upon my door — 

Oh, come in! 

THE LITTLE TAVERN 

I'll keep a little tavern 
Below the high hill's crest, 

Wherein all gray-eyed people 
May set them down and rest. 

There shall be plates a-plenty, 
And mugs to melt the chill 
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The Little Tavern 

Of all the gray-eyed people 
Who happen up the hill. 

There sound will sleep the traveler, 

And dream his journey's end, 
But I will rouse at midnight 

The falling fire to tend. 

Aye, 'tis a curious fancy — 

But all the good I know 
Was taught me out of two gray eyes 

A long time ago. 

AFTERNOON ON A HILL 

I will be the gladdest thing 

Under the sun ! 
I will touch a hundred flowers 

And not pick one ! 

I will look at cliffs and clouds 

With quiet eyes, 
Watch the wind bow down the grass 

And the grass rise. 

And when lights begin to show 

Up from the town 
I will mark which must be mine; 

And then start down ! 

Edna St. Vincent Millay 
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